all this. Roux was never important, just an employee,
We shall get the test soon. All the information is here.'

He went over to the man at work on the floor, and
began to examine a bundle of papers that had been found
below the boards. I was left to myself.

So it was Roux. Now I knew why his accent had
seemed so familiar. It was the same accent as that of my
colleague Rossi, the Italian at the MatMs School of
Languages. Now I knew what Roux had been talking about
when he had offered me five thousand francs for a piece
of information. It had been the hiding-place of the photo-
graphs that he had wanted. Now I knew who had hit
me on the head,, who had searched my room, who had
slammed and locked the writing-room door. Now I
knew, and it did not seem to matter that I knew. In my
ears was still that last agonised shriek. In my mind's eye
I saw Mademoiselle Martin and the dead spy standing in
front of the Russian billiard table. I saw her pressing
against him. But ... Roux was never important . -. just
an employee ... she was just his woman. Yes, of course.
That was the way to look at it.

An agent came into the room with a package in Ms
hand. Beghin left his papers and opened the package. In-
side it was a Zeiss Contax camera and a large telephoto
lens. Beghin beckoned to me.

They were found in his pockets,' he said. T>o you
want to see the number?'

I looked at the camera in his hand. The lens and shutter
mechanism were crashed sideways.

I shook my head. Til take your word for it, Monsieur
Beghin.'

He nodded. There's no point in your staying any
longer. Henri is downstairs. He will take you back to St
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